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daylight hours sewing and mending for the workmen.
Although these women were undoubtedly under thirty,
they looked aged and worn, and their hands were
calloused from the needle. Every vestige of attraction
had departed long ago, and I wondered how they could
be so kindly and cheerful amid such surroundings of
hopelessness.

At last I formulated a plan and, going to the store-
keeper, who was sure to have cash on hand, I asked
him if he ever lent money and at what per cent?
He said, "yes," but what security could I give? Two or
three hundred tramps passed through the town every-
day, and my word that it would be sent to him was no
good whatever. Again I went out to my stone.

A Yankee is seldom in so tight a place that he can't
wiggle out, and I knew if I could only think hard enough
I could solve the problem. Going back, I said to my
friend, the storekeeper:

"If you knew that there was a sum of money de-
posited in your name in a certain bank in Cincinnati,
would you give it to me?"

He answered, "Yes."

I telegraphed to my friend Harrison, who must
have sensed that I would have trouble on the way and
had told me to be sure to call on him for anything
whatever.

"Place one hundred dollars to the credit of Sam
Atkins in the First National Bank of Cincinnati"

He understood, for after a cashier's confirmation
for the careful Mr. Atkins, I received my hundred,
less five per cent, and was on niy way again.

We were in the real West now.   All along, besidese cook,
